CHAPTER   THIRTEEN
The Father of Lizzie
IT HAD now gazed, for varying periods, and for no
JLparticular reason, upon the faces of President
Coolidge, George Remus, Big Bill Thompson, Lind-
bergh, Gloria Swanson, Andrew Mellon, Anita Loos
and the President of the Society for the Suppression
of Vice. Having returned to New York, I sat down
and proceeded to contemplate, in retrospect, this
alluring gallery* It suddenly occurred to me that
there was somebody missing. Who could it be? Ah,
cries the bright little girl at the back of the hall - it
is Henry Ford!
The bright little girl is quite right. It was Henry
Ford. I suddenly remembered him in the middle of
a very charming dinner party. And one moves so
quickly in America that two hours had not passed
before I had arranged myself, in a highly decorative
position, in a train which was travelling with great
speed to Detroit
I had a theory that Detroit was only five hours
from New York, With this theory, Gk>d, and the
makers of maps, were at variance. I had also a theory
that it lay to the south* I have looked it up in the
map, and though it does not seem to be marked, I
am convinced that it must lay to the north. For on
the next morning we passed over apparently endless
stretches of snow, and when at last we emerged at
Detroit, some time in the afternoon, a bitter wind
whistled through my light overcoat, chilling me to
such an extent that I could gain no satisfaction from
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